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fine Saturday, do you wish to go out for a
walk ? Good-by, dear friend, I thank you
for all the tenderness there is in your letter.
I try to forget the harshness that is in it.
I like to guess that under it you are all
heart and soul; believe that this appears in
spite of all your efforts at concealment.

CXIX.

PARIS, September 22, 1847,
THE" Revue" troubles me a great deal
for " Don Pfedre." I should like to have
your opinion on this subject. The work
seems to me to have the disadvantage of
everything that is done at length and pain-
fully. I have given myself a great deal of
trouble for an exactness that none will
appreciate.

cxx.

Saturday', February 26, 1848.
I AM becoming accustomed to the strange-
ness of things and reconciled with the con-
querors, who, stranger still, behave like gen-re in society as I wish you to
